BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
voice. JOHNSON. 'No, Sir, if a serpent or a toad uttered it,
you would think it ugly.5 BOSWELL. 'So you would think.
Sir, were a beautiful tune to be uttered by one of those
animals.5 JOHNSON. 'No, Sir, it would be admired. We have
seen fine fiddlers whom we liked as little as toads/ (laugh-
ing).
While I remained in London this spring, I was with him
at several other times, both by himself and in company.
Without specifying each particular day, I have preserved
the following memorable things.
I regretted the reflection in his Preface to Shakspeare
against Garrick, to whom we cannot but apply the following
passage: 1 collated such copies as I could procure, and
wished for more, but have not found the collectors of these
rarities very communicative.' I told him, that Garrick had
complained to me of it, and had vindicated himself by
assuring me, that Johnson was made welcome to the full use
of his collection, and that he left the key of it with a servant,
with orders to have a fire and every convenience for him. I
found Johnson's notion was, that Garrick wanted to be
courted for them, and that, on the contrary, Garrick should
have courted him, and sent him the plays of his own accord.
But, indeed, considering the slovenly and careless manner in
which books were treated by Johnson, it could not be ex-
pected that scarce and valuable editions should have been
lent to him.
A gentleman [Boswell himself] having to some of the usual
arguments for drinking added this: Tou know, Sir, drinking
drives away care, and makes us forget whatever is disagree-
able. Would not you allow a man to drink for that rea-
son?5 JOHNSON. Tes, Sir, if he sat next you'
A learned gentleman [Robert Vansittart] who in the course
of conversation wished to inform us of this simple fact, that
the Counsel upon the circuit at Shrewsbury were much bit-
ten by fleas, took, I suppose, seven or eight minutes in re-
lating it circumstantially. He in a plenitude of phrase told us,
that large bales of woollen cloth were lodged in the town-
hall; - that by reason of this, fleas nestled there in prodigious
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